"My name is Charles Darwin. I was born in 1809. I stud-
ied., made a voyage round the world,, and studied again."
The town of Shrewsbury was a small one; the house of
his father, a physician,, stood on a steep river bank; near
the house there was a garden with a hothouse. The town was
surrounded by pastures. Nature was right next door. Darwin's
faniily knew and loved her. His ancestors had been farmers.
His great grandfather had wandered with knapsack on his
back and mallet in hand collecting minerals. His grandfather
Erasmus, a physician and philosopher, had written poems
entitled: "Zoonomy, or the Laws of Organic Life," and
"The Temple of Nature."
When he was nine years of age Darwin entered Dr. But-
ler's school, a typical English school such as Dickens de-
scribed in David Copperfield. In his reminiscences Darwin
said: "Nothing could have been worse for the development
of my mind. ..." Dr. Butler compelled his pupils to learn
languages that nobody spoke and the history and geography
of countries that had long ceased to exist, and with that con-
sidered that his duties as an educator were at an end. This
was "classical education" in its purest form.
But young Darwin passionately read books that were not
mentioned in Dr. Butler's curriculum, books about nature.,
about living life. In his spare time he wandered by the river
and in the fields. His room was filled with boxes containing
insect collections and with chemical retorts. His school-
mates nicknamed him "Gas."
His father sent him to Edinburgh University to study
medicine; Charles was also to become a doctor. Charles was
a dutiful son, but his father should have studied his inclina-
tions more.
The medical colleges in those days were also very much
like Dr. Butler's school. They bore the heavy burden of
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